Everyone liked me too. My best friend was Janet
ffiolnian, a Yorkshire girl who was going out to meet
her husband, manager in one of the big Singapore stores,
She was small, fair-haired, pink~and-white, always
giggling and carried about with her the robust atmos-
phere of a provincial suburbia. She came from the sort
of family in which the sisters write to each other every
week, and she was incapable of unkindness. Sharing
my cabin., but less intimate with me, was a pretty Mrs
Fielding, who was joining her husband at Shanghai*
She had a large store of Woolworth trinkets, drank
cocktails freely and inclined to drop her aitches when
she became excited. In England, she told me, she had
simultaneously run a business and acted as mother to
three of her sister's children. Miss Dean, with the face
of a carelessly carved turnip and little pig's eyes, was
travelling out to be a schoolmistress in Singapore. It
was difficult to believe that her pursed schoolmarm's
mouth belonged to the same being as her lovely boyish
figure, She had enough private money to dress well
and gave us to understand that she only taught in order
to occupy her time. When the other women talked
of their husbands she would begin to tell of an Army
officer she had once met aboard ship who had proposed
to her. He had written to her regularly for a long time,
but though his letters had now ceased she maintained
that they were^still officially engaged. Behind her back
we agreed that she would never see her officer again*
Her constant companion on the boat was a Captain
Conway, a stolid, stone-deaf bridge-fiend, who was go-
221